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THE MAN WHO WAS BOBK BLIND.

Once upon a time there was a man born blind; and he said,
"I cannot believe in a world of appearances. Colours bright
or sombre exist not. There is no sun, no moon, no stars. None
have witnessed such things!" His friends remonstrated with
him, but all in vain. He still repeated the same words.

In those days there was a holy man cunning in roots and
herbs, one who had acquired supernatural gifts by a life of purity
and abstinence. This man perceived by his spiritual insight
that away amongst the clouds on the steeps of the lofty
Himalayas were four simples that had power to cure the man
who was born blind. He fetched these simples ; and mashing
them together with his teeth, he applied them. Immediately
the man who was born blind was cured of his infirmity. He
saw colours and appearances. He saw the bright sun in the
heavens. He was overjoyed, and pronounced that no one now
had any advantage over him in the matter of eyesight.

Then certain holy men came to the man who had been born
blind, and said to him, " You are vain* and arrogant, and nearly
as blind as you were before. You see the outside of things,
but not the inside. One whose supernatural senses are quickened
sees the lapis-lazuli fields of the Buddhas and hears conch-shells
sounded at a distance of five yoganas. Go off to a desert, a
forest, a cavern in the mountains; and conquer this thirst for
earthly things." The man who was born blind did as these
holy men enjoined, and by-and-bye acquired the supernatural
gifts.

The interpretation of this parable is that the man who is
born blind is one afflicted with the blindness of spiritual
ignorance. Tathagata is the great physician who loves him
as a father loves a son. The four simples are the four holy
truths. The holy men who accosted him are the great pshis,
who teach the spiritual life in caves and in deserts, and wean
mankind from the love of lower things.

THE WOMAN AT THE WELL.

Ananda, the loved disciple of Buddha, was once thirsty,
having travelled far. At a well he encountered a girl named
Matanga, and asked her to give him some water to drink.
Bat she, being a woman of low caste, was afraid of contaminating
a holy Brahmin, and refused humbly.

"I ask not for caste, but for water," said Ananda. His
condescension won the heart of the girl Matanga, It happened
that she had a mother cunning in love philtres and weird arts ;